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I suppose the suspense and strain were making my nerves queer, for I felt so weepy over the old Chinaman that I don't know what would have happened had not an orderly come at that moment with a handful of wireless messages. We went into the smoking room under the light to read them. They all told of new gains in the West, but the issue was still uncertain.
The following is from my journal:
"Nov. 10, 1916: Up at 7.30. Brooks brought a wireless that seemed to make victory certain. All through these days Mr. Wilson has been calm and undisturbed, but I can see the strain is telling, so I will be doubly glad when it is settled. We had a happy little breakfast by ourselves in the main cabin; then I rushed below to tell the girls [Margaret and Helen] the last news. At 9 o'clock [a.m.] we got to Rhine-cliff [N.Y.] where we had a special train awaiting us with our familiar car, 'The Mayflower'."
There were great crowds both at the boat and the train, and one lady rushed forward and presented me with a fragrant cluster of violets, saying: "These with all the happiest wishes for our next President and his wife." This was really the first time I had felt certain that, in spite of all the reports to the contrary, the people had stood by my husband, and that he was re-elected. When we got on the train it was massed with flowers, and there were cheering throngs of people everywhere.
We had a comfortable trip, and reached Williamstown, Massachusetts, at 1.30 in the afternoon. Frank Sayre met us, and we found Jessie waiting at the door of their attractive house. We had gone there for the christening of their little daughter who was named Eleanor Axson for her grandmother. This little ceremony took place in the church, and went off with dignity and simplicity, the baby behaving beautifully. Afterwards we went to tea with Dr. Harry Gar-field, president of Williams College.